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WARRIOfi'S RETURN. 



OiE WAI.TEK returned from tbe far Holy Land, 
And a blood-tiDctiired falcMon he bore ; 

But snch piecioiis blood as now darkened his sword 
Had oerer disfaiued it before. 

Fast fluttered bis heart as his own castle towen 
He saw on the mount^n's green height; 

" M7 wife, and my ion !" he exclumed, while hit 
tears 
Obscared for some montents hii nght. 



4 THB VAfiBIOR'a RETUSN. 

For terror now whispered, the wife he had left 
Full fifteen long twelvemonths before, 

The child he had claspt in hb farewel embrace, 
Might both, then, alas ! be do more. 

Then, sighing, he thought of bis Editha's tears 
Ab his steed bore him far from her sight, 

And her accents of love, whQe she fenrently cried, 
<' Great God!.gnardhb life in die fight I" 

And then be l^membered, inlangnage half formed 
How his child strore to bid him adiea ; 

While scarcely he sow can believe, as a man, 
That infant may soon meet bis view. 
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THE WARRIOa'B RETURN. S 

But should he not live !....To escape from Ihat fear, 
He eagerlj spurred bis bold steed : , 

Nor stopped he again, till his own castle moat 
Forbade on the way to proceed. 

'T was day.break ; yet still past the windows he saw 

Basy forms lightly trip to and fro: 
"Bleet sight! that she lives,'' he exclainjed with a 

" Those symptoms of housewifery show : 

*' For, stranger to sloth, and on business intend 
The dawn calls her forth from her bed ; 

And see, through the castle, all busy appear, 
By her fo thdr duty stilt led." 



6 THE ^^aaiOH'j BETURK. 

That instant the knight bj the warder was seen, 
For far flamed the cro^ tm hb breast ; 

Andwhileloudblew the hora,Qowa smile, nowatear, 
Sir Walter's mist feeKnga expressed. 

'"Tie I,myloTedvasBa]il" the warrior exctained,,.,. 

The Toice reached hia Editha's ears ; 
Vfho, breathless and speechless, soba rushed to hii 

Her transport betraying by tears. 

" And dostthou stillloTe me ?" he uttered, when fint 

A silence so rapturous he broke ; 
She tried to reply, but in Tain... .whilehersobB 

A Tolnme of tenderness spoke. 
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TBC ITASKIOft'* BETDKir. 7 

"Behold how I'm cb&nged! how I'm scarred!" he 
eiclaimed, 
*' Each charm that I boasted is o'er:".... 
" Thoa haat bled for thy God," she replied, '< and 
each scar 
Dndears thee, mj warrior, the more." 

" But where is my child?" he cried, pale with alarm, 
" ThoD namut not-my Airred....my boy t" 

** Aad cornea he not with you i" she uid;...." then 
some woe 
Embitters oar beverage of joy," 
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S THI VABKlOR'a KETtSH. 

" What meanest thin, my love?" "When to 

masbood he grew, 

And heard of his father's great name, 
' let me ', he cried, 'to the Holy L<aiid go. 

To share my sire's dangers, and fame. 

*' ' Perchance my yoang arm, by the cause nerred with 
strength, 
May lower the Pagan's prond crest : 
And the bniTe Christian knights, in reward of my 
zeal, 
May bind the red cross on my breast.'.... 
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THE tauuar's returm. 9 

*< ' And tliink*it thou,* I said, ' with the son lean part. 

Till the father be safe in my arms p 
No....hope not I'lt add to the Tears of the wife 

The mother's aa poiguaat alarms.' 

" I ceased. ...and his head on my bosom reclined, - 
While his golden hair shaded his cheek ; 

When, parting his ringlets, I saw the big tears 
His heart's disappointment bespeak. 

" The sight OTercame me : ' Most loved,' I exclaimed, 

* Go, share in thy father's renown ! 
Thy mother will gladly, to dry up f^ tears, 

Endure an increase of her ohm.' 
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10 THE irABRioa'a bktukn. 

"HekiBsedine...hethankedme....l armed bim myself, 

Aod girt his pure sword on his ride ; 
So lovetj' he looked, tbat the mother's fond feara 

Were lost in the mother's fond pride." 

" Be went tiieii ?....H<nr long hu my varrior been 
gone ?" 

'* A twelremonth, aj Walter, and more." 
'' Indeed !...,t)iea he sorcely could leach the fat laud 

Until the last battle vas o'er." 

\ 

" I told htm, mjWallsr, what armour was yours. 

And what tfae derice on your shield, 
Inhopesnfyonr meeting."...." Alas 1" he returned, 

" My armour I chatted on the field ! 
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*' A frioid wb>m I loved Tkhh die dawniiig of youth, 
For conquest isd conrage renowned) 

Fell, fightHig bwlde me, and thiu he excWmed, 
While life issoed fast fron the woimd : 

*' 'And mut I then die ere the flag of the CroH 

Wares proudly o'er Saracen towers i 
Bat grant me, lored Walter, this dying re(|ues^ 

For Tictory must snrely be ours : 

" 'Myarmourvell tried, and my falchion, my shield. 

In memoiy of me Mga to wearl 
T would loofli me to kaow, when the rictory coma 
' on. 

That something of mine will be then t' 

* / 



12 THE TARSlOK'g KBTUBIT' 

" I granted his wish, wad his arms I asaatned. 

While yet he the action could see. 
And marked with delight that his last closing look 

Was fiit with fond pleasure on me. 

" Yet now, this remembrance so dear to my heart 

Is clouded by anxious regret; 
Since, but for this chuige on the field of the fight, 

The father and son would have met 1" 

<' But if he has fought, and has fallea, my lore 1".., 
" Suppress," cried the knight with a frewD, 

" A fear so ill-foaaded;....if Alfred had died, 
He'd hzyefalle^a A child of rmown." 
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ntE tabrior's biturii. is 

Yet Tainly he strove by the father's proud hopes 

To conqaer the father's fond fears ; 
He feared for the life of his boy, though with smila 

He answered his £ditba's tean. 

And more and more forced grew the smile on bis lip, 
His brow more o'erclouded with thoo^t; 

At length he esclaimed, " From the field of renown 
One monnifitl memorial I *Te brought. 

T' 

" I grieve that I won it!.... A Saracea chief 

Fell bleeding before me in fight, 
When lo ! as I clutned him my prisoner and prize} 

A warrior disputed my right. 
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14 Tia TAUOOB'a kxtqut. 

" ' I'm new to the battle,' he cried, ' and &u prize 
Will wreathe my jovng brow wiA rNiown, 

Nor will I flie conqoest resign bat with life:.... 
That chief by tUt arm was o'erthrown.' 

" Bm daring enraged me,.. .for mine leaned the itroke 
Which laid the prondSaracen low ;.... 

Beiides, fn»n hii boaom depended no cross, 
His right to mdi daring to show." 

*' Bnt surely, my Walter, the daring beepoke 

A soul nobly eager for fame : 
So many jwur laurels, that one yon conld spare^.... 

O tdl me you granted bis chum 1" 

y. 



CHE VAEEIOB'* WRSMT, 14 

"Xo,E(fitha, no I.—nutial pride itedodmrlMBrt} 

The jouQi I to combat defied; 
He feight like a bent 1 bat vtdakf he fonghtj... 

Beneath mj itroDg fitlchion he died." 

<< O iU-fated youth ! hov I bleed for Us fat« t 

Perhaps that kit mother, like me, 
Had armed htan, and blest him, and pnys for his lifc, 

As /pra;, my Alfred, for thee!.... 

" BntneTer again shall be gladden her eyes^ 
And baste ber fond blessing to craTe t 

Walter ! I tremble lest yon in Tetara 
Be doomed to the lonew you gaic I 
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iO THE WABRIOK'S BETCKIT. 

** Say, did not the cross, when yonr rictim he fell. 

Lie heavy and cold on yonr breast ;•■•• 
That symbol of him full of meekness and love, 
■ Whose deeds mercy only expressed ?" 

1 

" Yes... -pity, shame, penitence seized op my soul; 

So sweet too his voice was in tone ! 
HethoDght as he lay, and in agony groiuied, 

His accents feeembled thine own. 

''His casque I unlaced, and I chafed his cold brQvr 
And fun every woud^ would have healed; 

So young, and so lovely he seemed, that I wept 
As by him I tenderly kneeled. 
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TBI irAKBio*'! anuKN. 17 

" He saw mj distress, &nd fais last djing grasp 

ForgiTcness and kindness expressed ; 
And thea, with a look I shall never forget, 

He breathed hb last sigh on my breast." 

" But what 's this memorial !" with cheek deadly pala 

Uts Editha falteringl]' cried :... 
" This scarf from his bosom l"....he attcred no mor^ 

For Editha snak by his ude. 

Ah then in her dan^^r, her pale look of death, 

He forgot aU the lanreb he'd won. 
"O father accurst!" sheexclaimed, " in thatyoath 

You slaughtered your Alfred.... you son 1" 
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THE CONVENT OF ST. CI.AIRE. 



Strino-ek, that massy, mouldering pi 
Whose tried ruins load the ground, 
Reechoed once to pious strains 
By holy sisters breathe^ around. 

There many a noble Tii^n came 
To bid the world she loTed....adleD ; 
There, victim of parental pride, 
To years of hopeless grief withdrew. 
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YeHf proad Sf. Cl^re ! thy coetly walls 
Hare witnessed oft the monmer's pain ; 
And hearts in jojless durance bound, 
Which sighed for kindred hearts in Tain. 

Bnt nerer more within ihy cells 
Shall beaotf breathe the fruitless sigh. 
Nor bid beneath the enTioug veil 
Shall sorrow dim the sparkling eye. 

for now, a sight by reason bles^ . 
Thy gloomy dome in ruins fa]ls> 
While bats and stweechowb harbour then, 
Sole tenants of ibj crumbling walls. 
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THx eoMTm 01 n. cuiu. u 

And soon, hlmt diange I « thoie dreed pUni, 
Wliere Etna's bnniiiig tarroita poured, 
BeooHM, when Time its power has sked) 
Witit sofdy-UBiling rerdnre stovad : 

Sff, wh«i tbf darkly -froTsing towen 

The verdant plain no longer load. 

These w»inb, where lorraw rdgned, nuj prore 

Food, fiuthfnl hnen' blett abode. 

And tiiey shall pledge the nap&l vow, 
Where once far different tows were heai^; 
And whwe thy pining vi^ni moamed, 
Shall I»bes, I VMt emiliog balws, be leand. 
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Hail, gloiions change, to Nature dear ! 
MethinkB I see the bridal throng ; 
And hark, where lonely sisferE prajed, 
How sweetly swells the sodal aong ! 

Bat nought, 1 nonght can her reetore 
To social life, to happy love, 
Who once anidat thy ctoistered train 
With pasUon's hopeless sorrow strove. - 

lamented maid 1 my futhfnl Mnse 
To pity's ear shall tell thy tale j 
Shall tell, at midnight's awfnl hour 
Why groaning ghosts aSHght the Tale. 
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THE CONTXHT or n. CULIftE. ^ 

On Jnlia's lofHf Ampled cbeek 
Just bloom'd to view youth's openiiig rote, 
When, proDdly itaa^ her father twds 
St. Claire's dark walls her blooni eoclose. 

But no relDctance to obej 
With tears bedewed her beanteooe cheek, 
Since lore with loft peniuriTe power 
Not jet had taught her heart to apeak. 

" Tes,....be a nnn'a Tpcation mint^ 
So I my brother's bliss improre; 
Sis be thdr wealth," eweet Jnlia cried, 

** So I may boast vaj parent's lore !" 
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f tVUAf OK 

Proud Clermont bkued his geatroju cfam; 

Her gmtler mother dropped a tear. 

Ah if her bodiag heart foretold 

That lora and Jalia'g woes w«re near. 

For lo t where glows tike nvptial fisait, 
Aad ClennoHt^s heir leads id his bride^ 
While Jalia, called that feast to gnce, 
Sits bf a bleoaiiag baroa'g side. 

Dear, fatal hoar I the feast b o'er. 
Bat still in faithfnl roenory diaraSi - 
And JoGa's c«nMiaas heart lias leamt . 
To. throb with postioB'B new alaravh 
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tni coNf EHT or n. cliisk. 

** Now then I feel the power of lore," 
She on her rieepleii pillow cried, 

" Then must I stiU my rire obej, 
And this wftrm beut in cloisters hide t 

" Bat Wold, fond g^l 1 thy throbbing breast 
Msjr be will) hopeless fcndaeu fraught; 
Yet sire Montrose's speaking ej'es 
Declared he felt the tore he taught." 

And well her hopes his gUnce had read,.,,. 
Montrose a nntual pusioB fel^. 
Nor long hii tender pangs concealed, 
Bnt at her feet impasrioned knelt 
03 
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JIII.I1, OE 

Her downcast eye, her blush, her amile 
To crowD her lorer's tait coas^red, 
Who, bold in hope, to Clermont told 
The artless wish by fondness fired. 

But told in rain—" Amyl" he cried; 

" O'er me yonr pleadings boast no power: 

Think not my son hb rights shall yield. 

To swell my pining daughter's dower." 

" No : — let his rights still sKred be," 
Montrose with throbtring heart replied, 

" Give me but Julia's willing hand, 
I ask, I wish for nonght beride." 
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THX CONrEHT OF IT. CL&IKS. V 

" And darest thou think that Clennotit'a child 
Sh^l e'er proaaunce the nuptial row 
Unless^" he said, ** I coald a dover 
I^inal to Clennont's rank bestow 1 

<< Away, fonng lord 1 entreat no mora I 
Nor thus with Tiun complaiqings monra; 
For, ere tomorrow's sun has set, 
Hy child shall to her cell return." 

He Bpok^ and frown'd.— Alaa, Montrose ! 
la Tain ihj manly bosom mourned ; 
For, ere tomorrow's sua had set, 
Tby Julia to her cell returned. 
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Bnt changed indeed ! Vonth'^op^uag rose 
Now 00 faer cheek no longer glowed ; 
And noWf with eartbtj' carei oppreat, 
Before (he holj* ahiine ahe bowed. 

Now to religion's rites no more 
Her heart with ready zeal ifap^led; 
No more with genaiae feirour wann, 
Her Toice the hoiy anthem swelled, 

■< Whence thy pale cheek J tod whence, my child, 
Proceeds this change i" the abbess said, 

" Why heares thy breast with deep^rawn sighs^ 
And wherefore droops thy yonthfal head !" 
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. THX GOITTUIT 0> ST. GLAIBX' 

** YeS)„..f ou shall know," the sufferer cried, 
" And let my fate jour pit/ more I . 
See Passitm's rictim I Mom and ere 
This straggling soul Is lost in lote. 

" And I yon sacred shrine profane ; 
The crols with languid zeal 1 press ; 
Montrose's imige claimi the rows 
Which mj fal»e lips to Heaven addreii. ' 

'' Vei : — while I drop the sured bead, 
His form obtrudes upon my view, 
And love's warm tears my rosaiy wet, 
Low chtimi the Hgh derotion'i due. 
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JULIA, OR 

'* Inbamut Father ! wilt tbon riik 
Mf peace on earth, and hopes ofbtneal 
Tremble, tyrannic parent, think 
What love may do to madneu dirrcn I>* 

With pitying he«rt the abbesi heard ; 
For she an angwering pang had knoVD^ 
And well her gende lonl conid moara 
A fate, a grief, so like her own. 

" Bnt vhy despair, vaj child ?" she mid, 

" Before thy father lovly kneel, 
And teach that heart, though fenced by pride, 
Compassion's generous throb to feel." 
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THE COMVmT OP >T. CLUBl. 9 

Julia the kind adrice obejred ; 
And when the huighty ClMmont came, 
Before his feet ihe lowlj knelt^ 
And hailed him b; & puent'i aaiDe. 

« Think'st ihoa to wrong thy brother'! righli 

I e'er can be by thee begniled i" 
" Father I" her tremUiDg lipa replied, 
" Say, IB not Julia too yonr child I 

" For htm you bid the miptiBl feaat. 
And all lifti'B dearest bieBaiags glow, 
Wbile I, alike your child, you doom 
To hopeless lore, and lonely woe." 
c 5 
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Bat Tain ramoiittrMice, teon, rad fnyen ; 
The CoRBt't piond heart coaM all derU^ 
For Natare'a Toice cb* nerer melt 
The callou» bosom fenced b; pride. 

" Urge me no nore," be fiercely uid, 
" Bat know, not long thcM prayers can last; 
Reflect, foad girl 1 at vorning'a dawn 
The year of thy probation 'b post 1" 

Pale, pale grew then her yoitUul cbceli, 
Heart-piercing seemed her mountfil ery i 
'' Clermont 1 relest," her mother cried, 
" Nor coldly doom thy child ta die." 
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TBI COITTBIIt or BT. CLAIBl. 

But Tftin was Jnlia'i [Herdng ihrfek ; 
Nor justice be oar mercy knew : 
" Reccire," he said, *' my lut embrace,",... 
Ttien from the moarafnl scene withdrew. 

Load called t&e erening bell to prayers. 
But sdU on Jutia ralnly called. 
Who, leaning on her modier*s breas^ 
Wkh desperate words that breast appalled. 

" Suppress, suppress thy grief, my child, 
Or fear to calf dread resigeftnce down : 
Wooldst OiQU not tremble, impioas girl ! . 
Before Ihy God's arengfaig frown I" 
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< P^int Dot t)mt gndoaa God in frowns, 
IXd not for OS a SaTionr bleed ? 
In mercy clothe his awfnl power. 
For I Bhall soon that mercy need." 

Dark, cheerleu, awful u the nlgbt 
When tenipeati load the troubled air ; 
But darker, gloomier is the mind 
Where r^ns the ghastly fiend Despaib 

Fond mother I in thy Jnlia'i eyes 
Canst thou not see hii reign is near ? 
Inhuman father ! bark I land groans 
Shall swell the blut;....Beware! beware! 
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THE COMTKHT Ot IT. CLAISX. 



" Mother, the hour c^ 
Sad Jnlik cried, " we now must put j 
And never may thy bosom know 
A grief like that which rendi lay heirt ! 

*' In all thy praytri tonight for me. 
The awful throne of Heavea addreu, 
While I with grateful bosom kneel, 
And bid iti power thy goodneil bleu." 

Speechless the mooniiag mother heard ; 
Her tongue denied the word ' farewell t' 
At length her quivering lips she pressed, 
And Julia hniried to her cell 
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Nov cbill and loud the Nortli wind ble«, 
Throt^h the long allies home mamori nn ; 
The shuddering listera' checks were pal^ 
When thej their nudnifht tasks began. 

Mock'd bf de^ groan ■ each anthem Memed, 
The faulted roofs still gloomier grew ; 
The blast of night was sweUed bj> shrieks^ 
The lard at night ill^meoed flew. 

The tiembliag tqien grew more pale, 
WhOe, where tbdr hwguid radiance fell, 
A 'phantom dimlj seemed to glide, 
And lond was hewd the passhig belt. 
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*' Did jon not Me » plnntom flit I 
Kd 70D Hot kear the pMiing bell i" 
Each Mster cried ; white, pale with droid, 
Wi& hurried ttepi abc aongU her cetL 

At length aroM the fatal mom 
Decreed to teal ud Jnlia's daom, 
And make the wonn of hopeless Iot* 
Feed on her beaatj'*! opening bloom. 

" Julia, thy bridal vat prepare ; 
Thj heavenly sponse expects thee ; rise I" 

The abbess cried " Oh, ita; awhile," 

JaUa ifVih broken toaei repUei. 
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■' The tapera bam, the altu glom. 
Robed are the priests in costly piide^ 
The organ HmndB ! Prepare I" — Affiin 

■t One momeat stay !" the Tictim cried^ 

When through the long and echohig aide* 
An nnknotta loice the abbess beats- 
It seems with vild impatience fraoght— 
And lo ! Montrose himself appears L 

*< I come," he oies, " to claim my bride;. 
A father's frown no more impedes : 
His son's DO more ! — and Julia no«r 
To Clermanl^s wealth and power ancceed&," 



TBI COHTKIIT O* IT. CLAIBK. 

I&tretit, jet pleased, the abbew heard, 
WUIe on to Julia's cell ahe led, 
And, u she went, to pitying Hearen 
Her arms in {hods homage ipread. 

" Julia, come fordi 1 come forth, mj childl 
Unlock thj cell, Montrose's bride I 
Now thou art his, a father's frown 
No longer wil! your fates dinde. 

'* Behold him heie to snatch thee hence, . 

And give thee to thy father's sight." 
'* How ! silent still 1" Montrose exclaimed ; 
" Why thaa thy lorer's soul affright f" 
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The door with trembling Bpeed he forced..., 
Ah me ! what object meets their ejea I 
Stretcht on her bed in death's last puigs. 
And bathed io bloody his Julia liefl. 

PreMmptuoss girl ! when Heaven afflicts 
Should we its dread decrees arraign ? 
ho I Hearen th; woe with mercy saw. 
But thou hast made its mercy rain. 

" Behold the work of rath deapair !" 
In fluttering, feeble woidi she said : 

'< Had I beeo patient gtillj Montrose, 
Thia day had blessings on m« shed. 
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TBK COItTZNT OV R. CLAIBK, 

" Didst thoa not wy my fitber's heart 
Had deigood at length thy tovs Io hear f 
Too late remone I but oh, to him 
My pardoD, aod my Metring bear. 

" Bat most I die ? and canit not thon 
Thy Jatia from death's terron save i 
We shooU have been so blest, Montroge ! 
And most I kave thee for the gme i 

" Help me ! th«j tear me from thy arms, 
Sare me, O me thy destin'd bride I 
It will not be ;....forgiTe me, Heareo I" 
She feebly said, then groaned anddieda 
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44 JVLIA, OR TBI COKTEMT OV «T. CkllRC. 

Ob! who* can paint the loTer'e wo^ 
Or childleaa father's deep remorse. 
While, bending o'er the Uood-sbdned bed^ 
He clasped hii daughter's pallid corse ! 

Bnt from this scene of dreadful froe, 
Learn why the village swdn tnnis pal^ 
When he at nudnight wanderB near 
The monldBring CoUTent in the vale. 

There, faintly heard through whispering trees, 
A moornful Toice on Julia calls ; 
There, dimly seen, a blood-stoned Test 
Streams ghastly o'er the iTied walb. 
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THE MAD WANDERER, 



imtlm la a Fnmncf^ Tum, and pMiihtd *y Mr. Blggi.J 

Thsrk came to Graan«re'> plGuant Tftlo 
A stranger maid in tatten clad, 
WhoM eyes were wild, whose cbeek wu pale, 
While oft she cried, " Fwor Kate Is mad 1» 

Four words were all ^ 'd eTea* Nty, 
Nor would she shelter tn a cot ; 
And e'en in winter's coldest day 
She stUl wotild cry, " My braiii is hot" 
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i SHI HAD WANOUmt. 

A look she had of better daja; 

And once, vhile o'er the hilli the noged, 

We saw her on her tetters gaze. 

And heard ber uj, "How Kate U changed !" 

'Wliene'er she heard tbe death-bell sound. 
Her face grew dreadful to behold ; 
Sfae started, trevobled, beat die gromid, 
ABd ihuddeiiag cried, '* Poor Kate Is «dd 1" 

And when to church we brought the dead. 
She came in ragged moumiBg drest ; 
The coffin.plate riie trembling read, 
Then lavgUng cried, " Poov Kate b Meat 1" 
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TB> HAD WAHDKBIm. 

Bat when « wedding peal wm rung, 
With dark reYengefnt leer ihe amilcd. 
And, carses muttering on her tongue, 
She londlf screamed, « Poor Kateia irildt" 



To be in Grumere ehnrcb interred, 
A corpse one da^ from far was brought ; 
Poor Kate the death-bell soandiag heard, 
And reached the aiste aa qnick aa thought : 

When on the cofGn looking down. 
She started, icreuned, and back retired, 
Then clasped it.... breathing sach a groan 1 
And wHh that dreadful groan expired. 
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LINES 
iR ITM. 



'But. to &y pndl 1 well iti glowlog art 

Hai (need tton ftatarai painted on mj heart j 

Now, tliongli in diituit semes she soon irill roTi^ 
Stm Hhall I here behold the friend I lor&:- 
StiUsee that imile, " endearing, artless, kind," 
The e^ e'l mild beam that spealu the cantfid mind. 
Which, gportiTe oft, yet feaifol to olend, 
Bj hnmonr cbamu, but nerer wounds a friesid. 

But in my breast contending feelings rise, 
While this loTed semblance fudnaica my eyes ; 
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M Limi VKiTTKir IK 1709. 

Nov, pleued I nwrk the paintar's ikilful lio^ 

And now, rejoice the skill I muk is time! 

And while I prize the gift hy thee bestow'd, 
■I My heart prod^ms, I'm erf' the giTec proud. 
' Thus pride and frimdahip war with eqn^'ftrife} 

And now the friend exalti, and now the viJe. 
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IiM woutng wray Uk« the mow ia the inii, 
I im wearing a,w%j from the pain in my heart ; 
But ne'er shaH he know, who my peace hu nndoM^ 
How bitter, how lutingj how deep i« my smart. * 

I know he would pity— eo kind is his soul, 

To him my affliction would agony be ; 

Bat nerer, while I can my feelings control^ 

The youth whom I lore shall know sorro# throngb 

me. 

d3 



Though longitig to weep^ in hu presence I'll imile, 
Call the flush on my chtek. the pare crimson of 

health; 
His fears for my peace by my song I 'U beguile. 
Nor venture to ga2« on his e^es bnt by stealth. 

For conscious I ud, by my glance is exprest 
The passion that falthftd as hopeless will be. 
And he, whom, alas ! I can ne'er reader blest, 
ShaD oerer, no never, know sorrow throogh me. 
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Go, distant ■hores and brighter conqnati aeA, 
Bnt my affection-will yoar icora turtirel 
For not from radiant eyes or crimson cheek 
iij foDdoefls If oi yon yoar power derire ;— 

Nor sprung the pasrion from your fancied love ; 
To me^ your amilei no dear delusion caused ; 
I saw jou tower my bumble hopes aboTe, 
And, ere I loved, I sbnddered, trembled, patiied. 
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U TO LOEUfZO. 

■ But I wu fDrmed to prize superior irortIi> 
And felt 't wu virtoe 70U, with lore, to see; 
I hoped » choiee lo glorioni might odl forA 
Merit like yoora, Lorenso, e'm ia iiie>^ 
Then go, utored thit mlne'i no traiuient fimme. 
For on jovt worth it foedi, and Bret upon jt>i 
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BORROWDALE 

IM CDMBEELANSt 
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ODE TO BORROWDALE: 

HAil, Derwcnfi bcButeont prid^!' 
WLoge chunu rongli rocks in Uucatening gnmdair 
giwrd, 
Whose eatrancfl wenu to mortals bftrreclj 
Bntto tbeGeoinrof the storm throwa wide. 

Be oH'thf riKiK'i dread height, 
RecHned.benMth his canopy of clouds,. 
His form in darknoss shroads, 
Aaulfrownsaa ftxt to keep thy beaaties f^omOa- 
^ht. 
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S8 DDE TO BOKROVDALK 

But rockB and sfortDR are Tain : 
Midst aountains rongh and nide 
Man's daring feet intrude, 
Till, Id ! npon the ravished e^e 
Bnrst tbj dear stream, th/ smiting sk.y. 
Thy wooded valley, and tbj matchless pUin. 

Bright Tale I the Muse's dicricest theme^ 
My morning t&ought, my midnight dream ; 
Still memory p^nta thee, smiling scene, 
Sdll Tiews the robe of purest green^ 
Refreshed by beaoty-shedding rains. 
Which ftrapi thy flower-enamelledplaina; 
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IV COVmi-AIID. 

Still marks Qty monntuns' Erontt inUioC) 
Farce graces from dte hand oT time ; 
Still Itby n%g«d racto recall^ 
Which aeem as nod^ng to their fall^ 
Whose Toodert fixed my aching light,, 
. Till terror yielded to delight, 
And my surpriaeS) pidunres, fean. 
Were told by slow delicioui tesEt^ 

But suddenly the amiling.day. 
That cheered the yailey, flies snny j 
The wooded rach«, the rapid'stream, . 
No longer boast the iioon-tide bean ;: 
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OfiB TO *0HU>W01LB 

Bat stormi athwart the mountain* laU, 
And dukiy brood o'er Borrowdale. 
The frightened swain hu cottage leeki, 
Ere the thick dond in terror »pesika :— 
And KB, pale lightning flaahra ronnd I 
'While M the thunder's awfol'sonad 
On Echo's j^nton widely fliei, 
Ton cataract's, roar unheeded di« }.••• 
And thee. Sublimit ] I hail, 
Throned on the ^oom of Borrowdale. 

Bnt soon Ae thnnder dies wr»jf 
The flash withdraws its fearful nay; 
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Again a{K>n tl» riiitv iImbb 

WxTM ia bright wrMtto the jiomMM* bttim. 

ttene se^netten^ nviei^ wild, 
Scene fonned to wotbe AJUctioa's child, 
How Uest wen. I to wmtch Mch dnrai 
That decks thf tbIb ia stonn or calm 1 

To see Anront's bnd Dsbiitd 

The mbttby Bi^fidiiU power confined; 

UpoD thenwuntun^B dnikj brow 

Then mark Ifaeii' eolonra as Qxy flow, 

GUdlng the colder Weit to aedk, 

Ab fndB'tbe SMtiitftiasifAwaa bitak. 
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OSC TO BOIROTDAEE 

Ifow the green ^aim oichants tke ai^^it^' 
Adorned wiQi spots of yelloT ]ight ;- 
WUIe, by iti magic inflnmce, ahsde 
With contRMt MOM wch drum to ai^ 
And. clothes the woods in deeper djee^ . 
To anit the uare-Teated slues. 
WfaUej.Ia1 the lofty, roclii aboTCf 
Where proudly toiren the bird of Jore ;: 
See from the Tiew yos-ndiMtt doni' 
His broad and^able piniou sfaroodj 
Till, as he onward wings his flight, 
He Taoiihes in floods of fight; 
Where feathered eiondi on sther i^, . 
And-gUttNing h^Dg o*«r Borrowdale>«n 
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Or, »t EtiU DHdniglit* ■ Bolemn hoar. 
When the doll bat rertdrea no more, 
In search of nUnre's awful grace, 
1 'd go, vith ilov aqd cantioni pace, 
Where the loud torrent's f oamiog tide 
Idshes the rock's BDeren sidej..» 
That rock which, o'er the stream hdow 
Bending its mosi-clad crtunbling brow, 
Makes pale with fear (be wanderer's chedt. 
Nor midnight's silence fula to break 
By fragmmts from its aged head, 
Which, rushing to the riTor's bed, 
Canse, aa they dash ibe water* round,. 
A dread variety of sound ; 
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om T<r toEBomiu 

While I th« gloomy grandeur hail, 

And awe-ttnick n»e tiirongh Borrowdide. . 

Tes, scene wqnntered, raried, niM, 
So fonn'd to loothe Affliction'i child, 
Sweet fiorrowdalel totheel'llfly^, 
To bDib mj bosom'ft rtateiaa ngh^. 
If yet in Naiure^fr store tlfere. be- 
One kind. heart-healing balm for me^ . 
Now the long hours are told by nghs. 
And sorrow sleals health's crimson dyes,—' 
If aagbt can. smiles- and bloom restore, 
Ahl.uurd; thine's the pncious power!: 
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IK CUMBE&Un. 

Then teke me to thj world of chunu, 
Aod hash my tortured brouf i kUnni ; 
Thj scenes with tutobtrndTe sit 
SImII steal the mourner from bar hetr^.... 
Hw hands is Borrow clatpt undot^ 
Bid her sick loni on HesToi repose, 
And, loothed by tune and natore, hail 
Health, peac^ sod hope in Borrowdale. 
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THE 

LUCAYAN-S SONG. 
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THE LUCAYAN-S SONG. 



[FmtMr. Brymt Siatrit'i BiMory ^tkt ma /i^to.] 

" SKnui. -nm^ {njt Dr. Robertna) w«re tttod 
out ft* the Ijocajaa, the ctMiiiiuttderi of which in- 
ftnacd die aativn, wiUi vbcaa langmge tfaay mn 
ncnriiell acqn^intdrt, tb«t thgy oanB from ■ ddiejaal 
coBtfy in vhicli tliar deputsd uiceabNi lewMi bjr 
whomtbey mre wnt to inrite tbem to pxitakcof tha 
UIm wbich tbBf cngoyad. Ttamt limple peiq>le litter 
*il vilh woadar md endnlitf , and, fond of raiting 
(fceiT reUtiaiia i^ bieodi in tbU bappj i^iOD, 
Utoacd tba ^paaiudi wkh ci^enieu. By thii ar- 
tifice abore 40,000 were deooyed into Hiipuiiola, 1« 
■iMraintbe raffimngiirfthatiduid, ud iu wretcb- 
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Mfficting paniaiiaTt tfthtpnr Lauyou uAsn 
Acre. 

" Many of tlieiii in tlie anpiidi of detpair refuse 
all nnteDaDce, retire to deieit caTca lod woods, and 
■ilently give npihe ghost. Othen, repairiDg to the 
■ea-coast on the nortbem ude of Hiipaniola, oat 
manraloOBiRg look ta that pait of the ocean wbrre 
tbef luppoK tbcir o«d ialaads situated, end aa (At 
Ma trrttt run t^trty inisle it, betioring it baa latelf 
Visited their own bappy vaHefa, and coma fran^ 
with tbe tveath of tboK they lore, their wivea and 
children. With this idra they eontlane for houia oa 
tlieoaut, till nature becomes ntt^y exhausted i wtten, 
•detidiiiig ont their >rms towards the ooean, as ifto 
takealastenibiBceaf thdr distant coDntry and tela- 
tiou,ihey sink down, ud expire without a gniaa,'* 



THE LUCATAN« SONG. 



Baii, lonely ibora 1 bail, desert csti I 
To yoa, o'erjoyied, from men I fly, 
And hfre I '11 mske my early grate.... 
For what can misery do bnt ^ ^ 

Srf was tbe baar whea, fraught with gnite, 
Spiitt's cmd sons oar valleys longht ; 
tJnknown to as the Christian's wile, 
Unknown the dark decriver's thought 
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i not LttCATAN*S SORlI. 

Thej laldj tlutt here, far erer blest. 
Our laied. forefathers liredond reigned ; 
And we, by pious ftHidnesi preat, 
BdLieved tbe flatteri^-UM they feigned. 

Bat Thai tm learnt the monrafal tmdi.« 
No, I'Utiie horrid tale forbear: 
For on onr trtuting, blighted youth. 
My brethren, who will drop a tear 1 

Thoa treasure erf theie bniiiing;eyGi, 
Where wave &y grores, dear natiTe Isle I 
Medtinkfl whiere yon blae mvnntaini rise, 
Tis tb««% pfedoa nUeyrmile 1 
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Tm UfCATAV^ lOVD. 

rea....y«,.„the»e feus of joy th&tatart. 
The aoftljr-sootking truth declare : 
ThoB wbisperest rigbt, my beftdiig heut... 
M7 loTed regratted h<»ne is tiwre 1 

But then ito treei that wave so hi^. 
The glittering birdi that deck each grove, 
I cannot, caaaot hence deacij. 
Nor, deuer far, the fonns I lore. 

Yet still the winds that cool my brow. 
And o'er these munnuriag waten cone, 
A joy that moclu belief bestow ; 
For snre they lately left my home. 
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) THE lucatan'b sono. 

Thea deeply I'll the breeze inhale, 
To life it yet imparts one joy, 
Metliinks your breath has filled the gate, 
My faithful lore, niy prattling boy I 

My prattling boy, my beaateouB vife ! 
Say, do you still my name repeat, 
And only bear the load of life 
In hopes that we once more may meet ! 

My loTe! in dreams thou still art pigh. 
But changed and pale thou seemest to be ; 
Yet still the more thou charmeit my eye, 
I think Ihec changed by love for me :.... 
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THB LUC A tan's SOMO. 

Wliile oft, tt> fond rauembnnce true, 
I tee thee seek tiie sparkling sand, 
In hopes the little bark to riev 
That bean me to m; oadre land. 

But nerer more shall Zama's eye 
Her loved returning hnaband see^ 
Nor more her locks of eboa dye 
Shall Zama fondly bnud for me. 

Yet still, with hope chastised by fear, 
Wtich for my bark from yonder ahore. 
And still, my Zama, think me near, 
When this tuta bosom throbs no more. 
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S THE LcroATAN'a loiie. 

Yet Barely hope, e«di day deceiTed, 
At length to daring deedi will fire ; 
The Spaniard's tmle no more beliefed, 
M^ fate will foarAll doubto iasirira. 

And then, bhst thought I acros* tite mi^ 
Thon'lt baste, thy Injured love to find, 
All danger acom, all fears disdain, 
And gladly trust the vaTM and wiad. 

Ba I even now the distant Ay 
Saenu by one spot of darkness croet ; 

Yes, yes, a \aatl meets my eye I 

Or else I gaie in jdirensy lostl 



It hitfaw steers I No....beAting breut, 

Too well I tee what bade thee glow ; 
The Bea.bird hastening to ita nest. 
To taate a jo; I ne'er aiail know. 

Afoment of bopej too bright to last, 
Then hast but deepened mj despair ; 
Kit woe's sererest pongs are past, 
For life's last closing hours are near. 

Twas mom when first tiiis beach I sought, 
Now ereaing's shadows fill the plain j 
Vet here I've stood entranced in though^ ' 
ITnheedlng thint, fatigiie> or pain. 



THE LUCiTAN'9 SON a. 

' 'Tis past.. ..I faint... .017 throbbing brow 
Ctrid clammy drops I feel bedew; 
Dear native shore I where art thon now ?... 
S<mie Spaniard thnti thee from my Tiew. 

Monster^ away ! and let me taste 
That joy in death, in life denied 1 
Slill let me o'er the watery waste 
Behold the hills which Zama hide ! 

Alas I I rave ! no foe is near; 
'Tis death's thick mist obscures my sight; 
Those precious hills, to memory dear, 
No more ibM Ihese fond eyes delight ! 



■ -..Coo^^lc 



KHB LDCATAX'l SONO. 

But ftent from thee, my iuli*e shore, 
Ag^o that precions breeze is Digh.... 
Zama, I feci tb; breath once more, 
And now content, transported, die ! 
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SONG. 

[TeaOanmtjtk, nan to 6i piMulutI bg Mr. Bigft,"} 



Was it for thii I dearljr loved thee 7....- 
Bat since at length I know ibj hearty 
A^nd learn no real passion moved thee^ 
Go, Heniy, go ; this hour we part. , 

Bat do not think, past lore forgetting^ 
That I thy foe can ever be ; 
My blighted hopes howe'er rcgrettiDg,, 
I ftitf shall pray for blist to thee.. 
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I stili, DO vrODgB from thee resendngf 
ShftU wish Lore's choicest treasures thine ; 
ThoQgh till life's closing sigh lamenting 
The power to bless thee wu not mine. 
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raUHOKD OV TAOI. 



RoQHD yoathful Kutuy'i retdess bed 
Bis weeping friends and parenti presied j 
But she who raised his l&ngnid head 
He loTed far more Aan all the reit. 

Fond mafaial lofe flieir baBoms fired ; 
And nearly dawned thdr bridal day, 
Wh^ eTeF7 hope at once eipired,. 
For Henry on his death.bed lay. 



BALLAD, FOVNOEO OW FACT. 

The fatal truth the sufferer read 

Id weeping Lucy's doimcast eye : 

" And must I, muBt I, then," he »id, 

<* Ere Uiou art mine, my Lucy, die! 

"No.. ..deign to gnat my lut, kit prayer ; 
'Twould soothe thy loTor's parting breath, 
Wouldst thoQ irlti me to church repair, 
Ere yet I feel the stroke <tf death. . 

" For trust me, loVe, I th^ my life 
With lonietiiilig like to joy resign, 
If I but onca may call thee wife, 
And, dying, claim and bail thee mine." 
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BALLAD, rODlTDED ON FACT. 85 

He ceased : and Lucy checked the thou^t 

That he might at the altmr die,.— 

Hie prayer with SQch true lore waifraaght, 

How could she soch a prayer deny i 

They reached the church. ...her cheek was wan 
With chilling fears of conung woe.... 
But triumph when the rites begaa 
Lent Henry's cheek a flattering glow. 

The nnptial knot was scarcely tied, 
When Henry's eye strange lustre fired, 
" She's mine ! she's mine!" he faltering cried. 
And in that throb of joy expired. 
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Tei, thou art changed rince first we met, 
But thiak not I «hall e'«r regret, 
Thongti nerer can my heart forget, 
The charms that once were thine : 
For, Marian, well the canse I know 
That stole the Inttre from thine eye ; 
That prOTed thy beauty's secret foe. 
And l)ade thy bloom uid spirits fly : 

* Hiese wordi were written to a Welsh tone about to 
be publiibod by Mr. Tbomson at Edioburgb, <lhe edi- 
tor ofaveiy valuable collectionof Scotch ain,] along 
*iUi leveial other Welsh tnaesj with aymiAoaiea 

U by Haydn, compoaad in hit beat 
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What Uid thy health, m^ Marian, lov, 
Was anxiflu care of iniii& 

O'er my sick conch I uir tliee bend 
The dateous wifc^ the tender friend. 
And each capridoos with attend 

With Boft, iucessaut care. 
Then trust me, loTe, that pallid face- 
Cam boost a iweeter charm far me^ 
A tmer, tenderoF, dearer grace 
Than blaoming health beBtnwed on thee;> 
For there thy weU-tried lore I see. 

And read my Uessings there.. 
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STANZAS TO CTNTfllO. 



As o'er Um Butdi the youthful C^thio stra^. 
Moist from the ware he ww a pebbte shin^ 
While, with iti borrowed luitre charmed, he said 
" Henceforth thii sparkling treuore iball be mioe." 

Bnt when his hand had dried the gliBtening prize^ 
Wond'ring he found the pebble beamed no moreJ 
Thai, haTiDg Tiewed it with diadvnfnl eyei. 
He, frowning, whirled it to its uatiTe shon. 
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Soppress thy fruitless rage! and on tby heart 
Let this, sireet boy, a moral trutli impress. 
To blunt the power of DisappoiutjoeDt's dart, 
And make the daDgerons sway of Fancy less. 

As o'er the pebble's form the .wares had shed 
Id Bilrer dews a soft attractire poWer, - 
So Fancy's band delights in youth to spread . 
Delnsive colours on the future hour. 

Moist from her pendl tempting scenes arise ; 
On common life, romance's tints she lays ; 
Till cold Reality her hand applies, 
And at the touch each flattered form decays. 



■TAKZAS TQ CYNTBIO. 



Id^uous hoy, warned by experience, naw 
The pebble's ctiamiB shall tempt thine ejes nomore; 
Would that my jtne, my Cyntliio, could bestow 
A shield to guard thee against Fanc}^s power! 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE SAIL. 



" Sweet maid I on wbom mj wiihei mt, 
My moraing thought, mj midolgbt dream, 
grant Ljaandefs foad reqant, 
And let those ^yvt with mercy beam I 

" Thy coy delays at length give o'er, 
And ht me daim thy nuptial tow 1 
Bid that cold boaom, cold no more, 
Widt autwri passion's ardonr glow. 



TBS ORIGIN OF THK SAIL. I 

" To jonder isle amidst the kk, I 

Which sportive lares those iDOiintaiBs' feel, 
Beloved Euphnwia, haste with me. 
And there the priest of Hymen meet. 

I 

" There, ijAcy groves thick foliage spread 
The timid virgin's blush to bide ; 
There, gales which tender languors ibed 
Diffuse the richest perfumes wide. 

'' ! blest retreat for happy love! 
And see the son's descending beams 
Now richly ^Id each distant grove, 
And shed aronnd soft roseate gleams. 
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TB« OktQlN OP THK HAIL. 9S 

" Then let thit bark for thee deiigned, 
For thee hj uuioiu fondnesi drett, 
Yon beaateona isUnd itriTB to find, 
And bear nB o'er the ocean's breut." 

Here psoud the youth, and roond her waist 
Hia arm with timid boldness threw j 
Wbiie from his grasp, with blushing haste. 
The pleased yet frowning fair withdrew. 

" And wilt thou scorn mj salt?" he aaid. 
While in despair lus hands he wrung.,.. 

" Behold 1" replied the yielding maid, 
And to the bark she, sighing, sprung. 
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TMM OlleiW OF THB lAIL. 

There, londly Mftted by her lide, 
The youth her fluttered Bpiritt cfaeered^ 
And o'er the ere-empnrpled bde 
To find tiie prieft of Hjmm <teered. 

But too, too ilow for lorere' haste 
The ilng^fa bark ^paared to mots ; 
Stlli lengthraing seemed the watry waste, 
To thy fond glaocet, eager lore ! 

At length with fruitleit wishes tired, 
The fretfnl youth to Cairid prayed ; 
Who, jutying power 1 a thought inspired 
The ardent suppliant's will to ud. 
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To hide tier face fM»k Lots*! keen gase, 
O'er wUch CouNnt'i Mft languor iprwd, 
WitUn ber reil'i Itunriant msu 
EapkmU wnpt hn tMutaoiu head. 

But now that fdl the youth unbinds, 
Then to the bark with ardour ties.... 
See ! its folds catch the passing winds, 
And loj to land the vessel flies I 

Bat not alone, youth loved of bearea I 
Thy glowing bosom blessed that hour ; 
The thought, to crown thy wishes gfren^ 
Still clunni witH nerer-cnding power t 
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TBX OUalN OF THX ttlL. 

And gnttefiil agea yet unborn 
Shall bles) Enphnuia'i floating Ytal i 
Thence dawned on Art a brighter mom. 
For thence ahe frtned die iwelUng mil. 
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OH THE APPROACH OF Aim™N. 



FAtmrxi,, gajr Sammer I now the chui^g wind 
That Autumn briogi commands thee to retreat ; 
It fades the roses which thy temples bind, 
And the green sandals which adorn thy feet 

Now flies with thee the walk at eyentide, 
That faTOnring hour to rapt enthusiasts dear ; 
When most tbty love to seek the mountain side. 
And mftrk the pomp of twilight hastening near. 
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100 lONNEI OM TOK IPTROACH OT AUTDHIT. 

Then {airy fonns aroiuid the poet throng. 

On eret; cloud a glowing charm he sees.... 

Sweet Ev^iing, these delights to thee belong:.... 

Bnt nuW) alas ! comes Antomn's chilling breeze. 

And early Night, attendant on its iway, 

Be»i in her enrions vdl sweet Fancjr'i hoar nraj. 
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Ceuk, I^antj oeu«, lupect A) Mor« 
TUi GsrateM hemrt hu learnt to lOTSf 
Becaase on yonder looel/ ihore 
I itill Mt peniiTe erenlag rove ; 

Beouse of Heorj's worth I speak . 
^ith eagn warmth and iparldiog eye; 
Becaoie hii faTonrite haunts I seek, 
And BtiU o'erjofed to meet him &y :.... 
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S TO I^DBA. 

Bnt, Laura, should mj faltering toogu 
Refuse to speak in Henry's praise, 
My trembling voice deny the song 
When Uenr^ claims bis faToorite lays; 

When Henr; comes, should I neglect 
With smiles the welcome jonth to Beek> 
But meet him full of cold respect, 
While conscious blushes point my cheek; 

Should I, when Ella shares his praise, 
Heave deeply-dravn but smothered sighs, 
And, when on me he deigns to gaze, 
Fix on the earth my conscious eyes ;■>.. 
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TO LIURA. 

Then, I'll do more thy cba^e deny, 
No more thj tender fears reprove : 
Then, Laara, beare compassioa'i ngb^ 
For mine will be the sigh of love. 
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LOVE ELEQY, 



Too lieedlets frioid, wbj thni uigment tke flame 
Tbat glovs miatless in my beating breut t 
Why whk thf pniua grace hu fatal name, 
Who robs tkj Ebim** htfieu heart of reat i 

Vhf needeit thoa dwell an Hmry's gracrfal mse ; 
Wh]' praiie the timid wortb bis glance rcfeata ; 
Whf speak enraptured of fais power to please, 
Whose power to wound my aching bosom feels ? 
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lOS LOTS SLGGT, TO LAURA. 

Say not, " That gentle »oice was rormed for loie," 
Nor ia his eyes such sweet expression see; 
Saj not, that tenderness tliose gEuicei prove. 
Which nerer fii with tenderaeu on me. 

Too well my Henry's charms I 're numbered o'er, 
And thus to end 'die fond surrey is mine: 
His heart will own some brighter lair one's power; 
Think not, lost Emma, he can «'er be thina. 

Yet why despair ? Though Beaoty's boaited rose 
On others' cheeks in lirelJet colours shine. 
The tender heart that in my bosom glows 
The palm of fondneis wiU to none resi^. 
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LOTS ILier, TO I^OBA. 107 

Thoogh brighter nuli»ice bauu in otkert' ey et, 
By iltape, bj cakovt formed Uie bouI to itsal ; 
If LoTe'i axpreaaion Uenr^^s hurt can prize, . 
Then Bmry's heart the power of mine mast feoL 

Ye(TauiUieh»pe:**FDnd nutid, thy lore Buppreas," 
Calm Aeasoa cnei ; " go, leitm to check the sigh : 
Bat, if resolved to lore in rash ejuxu, 
Seek oat some loaelf shade, deapoir, ,aad diei" 

Then, Lani^ bid to Htinry'i praise farewell ' 
Porget his merit, and my hopeless flame ; 
On the dear theme no more ili.jadging dwell, 
And froB'thy meotorf blot his fatal name. , 
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lOB LOVE ILBOT, TO UVUL. 

Bnt if I nige thia pluiHre |wayer in Tiin, 
Bid Bxecntians <w thmt nuu fttteod ; 
And him, my latutt, viov vith fstM diidsin, 
Wlio MM anmoved the sorrowi ot ihy fricML 

Skj, racb tiw Kom, Uie pride orHoiry'i brout, 
It cannot Lots'* endouing softoeu ibue, > 
Sa;', vice degnul«a....Hold ! siight my wild reqntft, 
Nor by fndi calumny my fary dan. 

No....from my frandc witbM itill l^peal, 
Declare that Henry h from error free; 
Or the keen hat« for Aim I bade lAee feel, 
My wayward heart will leani to f«el for Mm. 
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LOVE ELfiOT, 



Theh dion bast learnt d»e lecrM of mj- wvi, 
Offieiont Frieodihip ha* itt trnit betrayed ; 
No more I need the bnrBting sigh control, 
Nor snnuHQn pride m^ itroggUng soul to aid. 

Bat tbinlE not banished hope returaB again, 
Think not I wrila thj tlumklees heart to move ; 
The fiid«d form that tells my tender pain 
Maj win Aj pk;, bat it can't thj Iotc. 
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110 LOTX ELUT) TO HBHKT. 

Nor can I moTe thee by loft wianing art, 
By mannen taught to charm, or practised glaoee; 
Artless as thine, m^ too too feeling heart 
Disdains the tutored eje, the fond adTaue& 

The cold coquette^ to win ber destined prey » 
Afaj feign a passion which:she ne'er can fed ; 
But I true Passion'^ soft commaiub obey, 
And fain m^ tender fediiigs wonld conceal. 

£n others' eyes, whea fixed on thin^ 1 see 
That foodness painted which alone I know ; 
Think not, ray Henry, they can lote like me, 
More love I Ude than they can e'er htttoa. 



LOrm ELBOTy TO OBHET. Ill 

While tender glances dieir emottoni speak) 
And oft they ht»we and oft aappresa the tigh ; 
tarn to me, bekold mj pallid cbeek 
ShriuUng from Ibiae, behold m^ downcast eye ! 

While ihey hy mirth, bj wit, thine «ar amuse. 
And by their eloqaence thf idauditt seek ; 
See me tlie fond coHtention still refuse, 
Nar m thjr presence, Heurf, dare to ipeak. 

When asked to breathe the soul-enchanting sang. 
See them o'erjoyed eiett their utmost art ; 
While Tunlf I would joia the choral throng, 
Lost are those tones which once could touch thebearL 
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lit - LOTI SLEGT, TO HtMBT. 

But, Henif, wert thou in Lawe't langaage wise, 
Vaialy Tosld othera more than Ernaa shine ; 
Beyond their iWHteit gtruni thy heart ironld prize 
One flint, one broken, tender tone of mine. 

O proofs of pauion, eloqnait u Tain ! 

By thee unheeded, or perhaps nnkDOwn,.... 

But learn, the pangs that prompt tiiit pensiTeitnin, 

Ere long, disdainful yontb, may be tbuie own. 

Ah ! no.. ..in hopeless love tiion canst not pine, 
Thoa ne'er canst woo the br^htest mud in yain ; 
For thee Love's star midst cloudless skiea will skiae. 
And light diy gracrfol at^n to Hymen's fane: 



LOTX KLXOT, TO HUnT. 1] 

WhUe I, aa hope, knd strength, uid life recede, 
Fai, fu from thee shall wwte the laognid da; ; 
Blest, if the scroll that speaks thy bliu 1 read, 
fiat far more blest to feel life's powers decsj. 
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TO HENRY. 



Thihk not) while birer nympba ioTite 
Thj feet, dear yoatb, to Pleuuie's bower*. 
My faded fonn shall meet thy light) 
Aad cloud my Henry's smitiiig honn. 

Thoa art the world's delighted guest, 
And all that pride desires is thioe; 
Th«i I'll not wound thy generous breast. 
By nnmbering o'er the woes of mine. 
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1 win not ny how wdl, how long 
This fnithfal heart hu sighed for tfaee } 
But leave thee hkpper nymphs uiioiig> 
Content if thon contented be. 

Bnt, Henry, ihonld Hilfertane'i hand 
Bid all thy yoolh'i fond trinnpha fly, 
The criiBion frwi thy lip command, 
And force the lostre from thine eye,.... 

Then, theoghtleas of my own distress, 
I '11 haste thy comforter to prore; 
And Henry shall my friendship bless, 
Althongh, alaa 1 he sconu my lovC 
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TO HENRT. 

[ Af^tteR to a Auiian Air. J 



Hot I ball tbU morn's appeaHog t 
It will tbee, Hi; Iots, ntUoti 

Safety danger past ttidettrfng, 
Sara ire beet to part no more I 

Fama is tUne, lo I crowds amr itf 
And her smile is itmt to thee ; 

But I duuga diee, don't prefer it 
E'er again to home and me< 
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8 to HUIKT. 

Thou, tbj conatrj's call obeying, 
Hast her battles noblj' fought ; 

And, thy ready zeal r^Mying, 
See, ihe givea the laurels sought. 

But hare I no daims, my ro*er i 
Clainu as fondly dear to thee ? 

Tes, O'yes ! and, wandering over, 
Thoa wilt reat with lore and me. 

Ha I metbinks, thy>glances reading, 
From thine eyes my fate I know ; 

Doty ilill love's daim impeding. 
Thou again most seek the foe. 
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or my tean too dread reriTa) ! 

Yet, with tearfal joy I lee, 
Duty is tbt onlj rival 

Potent OTier loTe and me. 
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ON THE OPEJfINO OF A SPRING CAMPAIGN. 



Sp&ino ! Ay hnpatient bloom restr^D ! 
Nor vralce so soan Oty genial power ; 
For deab of death must halt thy rrign, 
And cloads of fate afouad (bee lower :.,. 



la Tain thy baRny- breath to me 
Scents witfi Ms iwtets tiie evenitig gale ; 
In vain the violef s channa I see, 
Or foodlf mark Ibj primrose pale : 



« LIMBS ON TUX OPEinMr . 

To me thj softest zephjn bresthe 
or sorrow's soul-duparting tone ; 
To me thy most attractire wreath 
Seems tinged with bumaa blood alone. 

Arrest U17 steps, thoa source of love^ 
Tbon genial friend of joy and life I 
Let not thj imile propitioiu prove 
To works of carnage, scenes of strife : 

Bid winter all his frowns recall, 
And back bis icy footsteps trace; 
Again the soil in frost enthral. 
And check the war-fiend'i 
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..or X UEiNs ciHPiieif. 

Fondj frnitlMi prayer 1 Th; hand diTine 
The amiliiig leuon on most lead ; 
And stUl at war's enwingnmed ihrine 
Most bid Qiiniimbered Tictinu bleed. 
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THE PUCE DS LA CONCORDE ATPIRIS, 



PxouD.Ssne, ■long thy wladlng tide 
Fur smiles yoa plain expt^ding wide, 
And, deckt with urt uid luitiire'i pride^ 
Statu formed for jocond rerelry. 

Scote, fanned the eye of ttite to pleue 1 
There spleodid doms* attention aeiie, 
There, proudly towering, spreading tfeet 
Arise in beooteous riralry :.... 



S LIMBS ON THK 

But there's a placie arnktst that plain 

AVhich VHb its beauties beam in rain j 

Which wakes the inmost soul to paiO) 

And prompts the throb of agonf. 

That place b^ day, lo 1 numbera flj, . 
And, shaddering, |tart to see it nigh ; 
Who there at midnight breathe the sigh 
Of faithful, suffering, loyalty. 

While, blending' with those loyal sighs. 
Oft times the patriot's murmurs rise, 
Who thither, hid "by darkness, flies, 
' To moaru the sons of liberty. 
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PLACE DK t^ CONCOBH AT PAKIB. ] 

Lo ! u amidst that plain I stn;, 
Hethinks strange udneu shroodi tbe d«f , 
And clothed in slanghter'a red array 
Appean the icene of gay etj-. 

For once that spot was dark iriA blood. 
There death's deitn^iog eagine itoo^ 
There streamed^ abi t tbe Titat flood 
Of all that graced hamaaity. 

Ah ! ^nce this fair domain ye chose, 
Dread roffiani, for your mnrderoai Uowi^ 
Could not the smiling scene unclose 
Yonr hearts to tore and charity ! 
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} 1.1 NM ON TUK 

No.. .. horrid contrutl on tliat scea« 
The murderer reared bU poniard keoi; 
There proudlj stalked with hideops raie 
The blood-itaioed sons of anarchy. 

Nof, Gallia, ehall th; Taried mirth, 
Thy atore of all that gracei earth, 
Ere give a kind obHrioa Urtb 
To thy recorded crnelty. 

Id all thy pomp of charrni and power, 
Earth can, alai ! forget no more 
The awful guilt that staias thy ■bore 
With diet of fangaiM tyranny. 
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FLACE DE LA CONCORDE AT 9ARU. 

Than they who see Ume lightidnp boHn 

Can ere forget, thoi^h fair thej leem, 
That danger larks in erery glewn. 
And death's appalling a^jencf. 
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THE MOON AND THE COMET; 



This Tact b clear... -Both man aad woman 
Prize not what 's food, but what 's uruommon ; 
And most delighted still they are, 
Not with the ezDellent, but rare,...* 
I conld of this gire proofB most stable, 
But, par acm^^, take a fable. 

'TwBs Bigbt....but still a mimic daf 
Shone softly forth frooi milk}' way ; 
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J2 TUB HoaN AND THE comet; a fable. 

For now the bright anclouiled moon 
'Was ridiog ia ber highest ooon....' 
Who, as she slowly sailed along, 
Beheld a most nnosual thri»ig 
With eyes npnibed dcTOutly gaiing, 
And heard, ' ' Behold I see there 1 amazing !* 
'' What caa .this mean ?" dame Cynthia eaidj 
" Perhaps," and high she drew Iter head, 
*' Perhaps that I to earth tonight 
Shine with nawonted beauty bright ; 
And therefore mortals in aouae 
Come crowding forth on me to gaze ;" 
And theii,....f«r heaT^y beauties lore, 
lAke earthly ones, opplaoM to move,..-. 
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run MOON AND THE COllCT ; A rABLE. 1. 

Sbfi stooped, within a lake below 

To see iutw looked ker iparkling brow t 

And u her cretceot she adjatted, 

She thought, if ntirrors might lie trusted. 

That night, bo wondj-ous was her beauty. 

To gaze on her was mortals' duty. 

But O ! sad fall to fiunale pride I 

She soon with woHdefing looks descried 

'Twos not on her that eyes were tamed ; 

For her no curioas ardour baraed; 

At ber no tcleaoop«s were abned, 

Nor woodier at her charms proclaimed ;.... 

Some other idol now, she found, 

Hod fickle nuts in fetten bound; 
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131 TU Hoosr Ant the cokec; a fable. 

And CynAia wu compelled to own, 

Unseen her nutlcUesB beantr shone. 
" Bnt what," she cried, '< thns riyals me i 

I all the stars and planets see.... 

Orion has his belt in order; 

Of Saturn's ring bright shines the border ; 

Hars sports his coat of reddest bae ; 
The Bear has puthis horses to ;.... 
Bnt still, these sights so oft are seen, 
There's, nothing new in them I ween : 
And after all I know the cry 
Is, * they are nought when / am by....' 
*TIb str«ige ; and I shall surely pout 
UntU I're foaud my rival out." 
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THE HOOK JiTXD THE COHCT; 1 FlBLS. 13J 

Thi< MJd, she looked on ewerj side 
yfith eager look* of wounded pride, 
And round with all the spite inspected 
Of coflsdaus beftnty quite neglected ; 
When, lol she saw with wondring breast, 
Jast twinkling in the northeni west, 
And dimlj seen, since seen from far, 
A rayless, mistf , toDg-tailed star ; 
While homage from her channs was raiished, 
To be on this poor Comet lavished ! 

W — k— e, beware ! Though amateors, 
And nobles, artists, conooissears, 
Thy works admire, thy skill commend. 
And smiling o'er thj caarasB bend, 
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13fi TBI MOOK AXg IBM COHEi; A FABbL 

Thy powers will be no mvre retpecttd, 

Th7 crowded eu^ sood a^lecttd, 

If erev Artist abonld appear 

(The comet of dame fashion's spkwe,) 

Who works to wondering London iliawi 

Not done with/Vf') )>ttt wUt... Jm(. 
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TO LOTHARIO. 



Thiwk not, Lotbario, while I vieir 
The bright esprecsion of fky foce, 
And on thj cheek of crimgoQ hqp 
Emotion's raxyiag beaiidea tnee. 

That in my heart one feelin| dwells, 
But what the coldest must approve, 
Nor think my consdous bosom Bwella 
With aught resembling secret Iotb. 
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B TO LOXUAaiO. 

No... .still these eyes otn fix on thin^ 
Nor fear thai keeaegt glance to meet ; 
Aad when thou boldly aearcheet miae) 
My quiet heart rtitdaing to beat. 

But, if bj Tain self.loTe misled^ 
Thou in lay looiki canst pasnon Bee ; 
Aad think, by weak illusions fed. 
My towering hopes aspire to thee.... 

Let us my absent Henry seek ; 
And when he meets my constaons eyes, 
Iq every glance my heart will speak. 
And plainly tell for whom it ughs. 
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Sopnun Out cniel doabt, dear jonth I 
Thai Btartkig tear, that sigh reprore ; 
Wlijdoit thoQ wrong thine Emma's truth, 
And think that aught can change my loTe t 

Though ot the world's Tain selfish smile 
Some adrerse influence now. bereave diee, 
By fondness I '11 thy cares beguile, 
Though friends dusert, I'U uerer leare thee. 
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} TO BZMKT. 

Then bid each anxious fear foreirelj 
Each cold suipicion bid departl . 

With thee, in deserts I conid dvell, 
Be thou content with Enma'e heart. 

Shonid eve, sbovid labour diiQ thine ef«. 
Should pewlj treasured hopw decdre Ihec^ 
I'll lore's pflTsnoiiTB daties try, 
Ajid, till tfaou'-ft cheered, I'll aerv lpKr4 Ac 

%outd I, Htm urged by fenwUe pride, 
In hamMe scenes rdnctant move, 
The ignoble feding soon I'll chtde. 
And hail the home of thee, and lorfe 
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Shonld'st thoa e'er frame a harsh reply, 
I'D not with weak reproaches griere thee, 
Sat think new woes thy temper try, 
And at thy Indding sigh, and leare thee. 

Then learn to lore afflictiaa'* hour, 
From hollow friends it sets thee free, 
And proves, beyond deception'! power^ 
The Talne of a friend like me. 

Then, whilst thou, Henry, hailst the day 
That bade false hopes no more deceEre thee, 
I'll bless that passion's generons sway. 
Which inademeTow....I'dneTer leare thee. 
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TO ANNA. 



Thk faded lip maf oft to thee 
As guy a smile, mj Anna, wear, 
As when in yonth, from sorrow free^ 
I only shed the transient te^r. 

And oft chill Antumn's Tarjing day. 

Resembles April's genial hours ; 

And gKtten with the noontide ray, 

Though oftener dark with clouds and ghowen. 
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And, when I join th« social throDg, 
This heart as warmly aeenu to gloir 
As when mj pensire early song 
Wm only tuned to hnded woe. 

And oft we sM ptj lyy'i wreath 
The tree with brilltottt Mbom o'erspread, 
Whanj part Its Ieki^, and gaze betieatfaj 
We find iia Uddcn trae is dead. 



REMEHBHANCE. 



Hov deu to Be the twilight hoar I 
It bnothce, it apemki of pleuuies ptat ; 
Wlien liBura sought this humble bowery 
And o'er it coartly splendoora CMt. 

Fond fancy's friend, dim twilight, hail I 
Than cuut the ^Meat nymph restore ; 
Alid<uanHUid.1fay shadevi sail) 
They bring' the forai I still adore. 
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S RSMXHBRANCI. 

Again her peneire smile I tibw, 
Her modeit eye's soft chattened fire ; 
And mark her cheek of tender hue 
From thee a softer tint acquire. 

No eye hot mine in that dim honr 
The softly blushing maid could see ; 
And then her Toice of magic power 
Charmed with its sweetness none bat me. 

But now, alas 1 to distant plains, 
To crowded scenes, perhaps, she flies ; 
She speaks, to charm nnnambered swoina; 
She smiles, to biess nnnnmbered eyes.. 
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Yet if, while crowds before thee bow, 
Thy lips to faTODring smiles iodine. 
Think not, sweet maid, their bosoms gIoi 
With loTe » pnre, u true as mine. 

Reflect,....! knelt before thj feet, 
Afraid to speak, or look, or move. 
Now e'en thy pit; dared entreat 
For hours of hopeless pining lore. 

They can with bold onfaKering tongue 
Their loudly-boasted flame nreal ; 
But, Laura, spnm the heartless throng, 
They Wk of pangs I only^sei 

B3 
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) ROreMBRAMOB, 

From glowing cheeks, aad sparkling eyes, 
O tnrn, ray Laan I turn to faim 
From whoK sunk cheek the colonr fliei, 
Whose eye vith hopeless lore is dun. 

tarn to me, whose blighted youth 
The wreck of forpier days appears !.... 
But well die dni^ has proved my truth, 
And thou wilt own that change endears. 

Yet, no ; oh, no 1 forget, forget 
My ardent lore, my faith, and me ; 
Remeaiber not we ever met ; 

1 would not- oftuse one pang to that. 
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And wlien I hear that thon art blet^ 
iSy own distress I'll learn to ecoro; 
I'll liild imperious angDish rest, 
While smiles mj pallid lips adora. 

Deep la my heart die load of gilef. 
Concealed from every glance, aliall lie ; 
^1 sorrow proves its own relief. 
And I shall suffer, smile, and die. 
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SECRET LOVE. 



Mot one kind look....oiie Meadlj word t 
Wilt diou in chilling silence sit ; 

Nor Uirough the social liour afford 
One dieeriog imile, or beam of wit? 

Yet atil), absorbed in stndioas care, 
N^lect to wu(e one look on me^ 

For tlien my Iiappy eyes m>7 dare 
To gaze and dwell unchecked on tliee. 
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And still in ■ilence sit, nor deign 
One gentle procious mud to say ; 

For sUent I may then remun, 
Nor I«t my tom& my wal betray. 

Tbu faltating Toioe, thcM coBKlota ejUf 
My dirsbbiag heart too pbtaly ipeafc : 

There tinid hopelMs paaion lin, 
And hUs it m/mm keepf aad break. 
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To me how.deir ftii twliight bgu^ 
Ckeerad if tiie &ggof a vuylng Ua» I 

If this be mii^ I uk »o moie 
On tmtn^ ttkigtat l^it to gaze: 

For BOW, vbOe on hii glowiig dieek 
I we the £ra'B red ndiance fiiB, 

The darkeit Mat I uttOy seek, 
And gue OD KM, onsom bj sIL . 
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I SEC BIT LOTK. 

ED> folded armi, hia stndions brow. 
His thougbtfal ejCy unmarked, I see ; 

Nor could his roice or words bestow 
So dear, so true a joy on me. 

Bat be forgets that I am near.... 

Fame, fntnre fame, in tbonghihe seeks : 
To bim ambition's patbs appear, 

Aod bright the sno of science breaks. 

His heart with ardent hope is filled ; 

His prospects fall of beauty bloom : 
Bot, ob ! my heart despair has chilled, 

My only prospect is....the tomb ! 
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Om onlj boon from HeaTen I ckio, 
And may it grant the fond desire I 

That I may lire to hear hu fame, 
And in that throb of joy txpira,- 



On iaut ftoB marked my chilling ey^ 
And mourned my cold reserre to see^ 

Re8ol*ed the fickle friend to fly. 

Who seemed najust to worth and thee : 



While I, o!etjayed, &j eager sav._ 
Blest proof I had not tnod 'a t^ 

To gire imperious pHsioa la/Wf 

And hide M^ Ixwoi^g amadBm p^. 

But when night* s sh^tering darkness came. 
And none the conscious wretch coold new^ 

How fiercely burned the smothered flame 1 
How deep was ereiy sigh I (kew ! 

Yet Stat to thae I'll diotlw m^ brow 
Id tU tint je^ni prida regains ; 

My look the typ% ef .£tOB'> snow.... 
Uj iamt, at Mton^i maet fim. 
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Ohx litd* momiatt Avrt M bUit, 
CoBipaniDB Lore*! Mft umblaace wore ; 

My me^pe tmna he fondly prnwd, 
And gn Ut kMtkg bosom bore. 

Hii tiMim irith ttrong enotioa Amk, 
And IdndBoe taoed ««^ falterinf word ; 

WhUe I, iurpriMd, wftk ftmloiM look 
TIN mouiiag orint gtaue eiplond. 
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i ■ECKXX LOTK. 

But BOOB my too experienced heart 
Read nought bat generous [uty there ; 

I felt presumptuous hope depart, 
And all again was dark despair. 

Tet still, in memory still, my heart 
Lires o'er that fleeting bliss again ; 

I feel his glance, his touch, impart 
Emotion through each bursting Ton* 

And " Once," I cry, *' those eyes so sweet 
On me with fondness ddgned to shine } 

For once I felt his bosom beat 
Against the consdoas throbs of mine !" 



; -„ Google 



aCCRir LOTB. 1: 

Nor iImU the Heu remembrance die 
Wliile Blight of life to me i> giTen ; 

Bat soothe mj tut conTobiTe ■igh, 

And be, till thra, my joj.,..iDy heaTen I 
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TO A MANIAC 



Tbebs vai a time, poor phransied mud, 
When I could o'er thy grief hare mourned. 
And still witli tears the tale repfud 
Of tense by sorrow's sway o'ertnrned. 

But now thy state my envy mores : 
For thou art woe's nncoDscious prize; 
Thy heart no sense of suffering proves, 
Ho frnitless teus bedew thine eyes. 
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i to A MJJflAC 

Excess of sorrow, kind to thee, 

At once destroyed tby reason's power ; 

Bat reason still remains to me, 

And oiilf bids me griere the more. 
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HEARINS, THREE OB FOUR YSARS AGO, THAT 

CONSTANTINOPLE WAS SWALLOWED UP 

BY AN EARTHQUAKE; 

A Report, UumghfiUi, at IIM timtgeiUTiUtsttlievcd. 



Fallkh are th^ towers^ B^zaDdnm! tovws thttt 

stood 
Before the Turk's dread ffiiy, wbea he came, 
The crescent iparkling amidst Chrbtian blood, 
And to the reeking den of Moloch tnmed 
Sophia'A holy fane t Wlieie, where are now, 
Imperial city, the late proud r 
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Of tb; brave founder's greatness, yihba he clothed 
In worhllj grandenr pare Rdigion'B form ; 
Then placed beside him, placed apon a tbrone, 
The lowlf Nazarene'B meek simple child 1„„ 
He, wandering then upon a ChnEfian land, 
granger at home had been, nor known again 
His artlesft rite», his fallowen, in the domes 
Filled with the sparkling shrine, the riclurobed 
priests, 

And pomp of eartlilf. greatness. Bit not long 

' Ored there hk naroe..»Sclenee and art, farewdll 
The foe of light aod love^ Mohamnied^ comes. 
And Constantine's proad race esiits Bo.nor«t 
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CONlTANTIlfOPLE. MS 

Bat, sons <^ Mahomet, tbe towen he Iwil^ 
ThoD^ bj yonr anger ipared, hftve faUon nair, 
And cnuhad jont bloody ntce I A mightier ann 
Thaa hii' who raised, or ipared, you dtuoei came 

forth; 
From fbe hot sable ndling cloud it came, 
And crnmbled them to dnBt L..,The wind, the air. 
Seem in strict silence bonnd, bat smiling sdU 
Appears the face of day ; aisasrin-like, 
Smilmg, though conscioas of intended death. 
Bat Nature trembles at her own repow j 
The brute tzeati(»i dread ferebodfnga shake ; 

While man alone u txM But see where now 

Tlie tabonring oceao, in A 
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And sadden swells, her heaving bosom rears ; 
like the nud Pjthia, when the Delphian god 
Spoke by her frandfnl lips... .But here, alas I 
A real God that world of waters mores • 
To do his dreadfnl bidding 1.... 

Hark ! he comes 1 
The thunder's roar, the msh of winds proclaim 
The Mighty One is near... .But oh! when past 
His power, and those he spared rused up thmi 

heads, 
Where was the eye coald bear upon the waste 
To gaze, and mark the rain stretching wide I 
Oh ! ye were blest, ye victims, ye who fell 
Deep in the yawning chasm I,...*' Where are now/' 
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Th« sad Borriror cries, " mj peaceful home, 

The lacred mosque I loved, the child, tbe wiTe 

I clasped but nov ; the ci^ toweriug higb, 

Proud in its strength ?....IKspene, thou gloomy clvud^ 

And let me gaze on them !" The cloud 's dispersed.; 

Bnt he beholds no dlj, he can trace 

No vestige of his home : a putrid lake 

Or barren ground replace them, and proclaim, 

Derooring earthquake, thy resistless power. 

EkuiiAHd ! blest country, from such woes as these 
Thy temperate clime preserres thee ; lightly fel^ 
If ever, by thy comforb-breathing shores. 
The earthquake desolating distant lands : 



Aiid.,.,tiioa hut CMue to lift thy voice raost hig^. 

In the gntt choir of nations hymning pnise. 

Bnt ye, who wander from jwu lutire sham* 

While haply such calamity draws near 

As Honk ByzaDtiam ; ye, whose eager hearts 

Anticipate a glad retain to aceaea 

Ye shall behold no more, far ever swept 

From off die earth, nnoonscioos hein of woa; 

For you I mourn !....MethinkB I see the cheek 

Flushed with delight, chastized perhaps by fear^ 

When yoar own land approaches... .See theeye 

Misty with tears ope wide Its eager lid 

To catch the weUaknoini objects ! Horrid chaage t 

Fear pales that glowing dieek, and dries that eye. 
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*' It is our Batife ihoi«,....but where arc gone 
Tbe foBca, tke ipiNt) erewhUe our city's pride i" 
I hear you cry. " The pilot is deceived, 
A)id hope deceired ds iao....'Tii not our Uvai I" 
Bat aoon the mournful oerbiioty je gneei, 
And leap to shore ; and there ye call in Tata 
On all ye loTed.,.. Through ont the lilent BtreeU 
That yet remun, perhaps some neagre form 
May trerobliBg steal along, and tell tbe t^e ; 
WUle on the mini some lose maniac rits, 
And, as be points to where tbe cbaun yawned. 
Boasts of flte treaaares earth pneer^ta for him ; 
Or, while a sodden beam of reuou darte, 
ScreuDi his dlscorAuit angidsh, and comnuuU 
EarOi to give back U« cUdnml.... 
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Angel, of woe, that from tlie eternal hand 

ReceiTest tbj dread commission, going forth 

To flap tbf sable pinioiu o'er the world. 

And shed unnumbered ctiIs, which appear 

To piety's uplifted eye aa good 

Concealed in eril's garb;... .angel of woe. 

Upon thy awful power I've pondered oft, 

In all its dark varieties. I've sought 

The horrid path where Madness stalks along 

In fancied majesty, or from his cell 

Sends the loud shriek, or more afflicting laugh ; 

And, as I hurried from the o'erwhelmiog scene. 

Have shuddering owned thy awful presence there,.. 

Vic seen thee by the death'.hed sit, andUd 

The silent corse to speiUc again, and urge 
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CONST ANTI HOPUU 171 

The e^es for eTsr closed to ope once more 

And beam as ihey were woDt;....Bnd I hare walked 

In slow proceasion to the opening grare, 

Ajid seen thee (rinmph when the earth receired 

The form beloved, and the deep bursting groan 

Bespoke affliction'! forced composure o'er. 

And agony Tictorions I I hare gazed 

Upon the guilty wretch, whoi, doomed to die, 

Terror has ranqnished him, and his pale cheek 

Has prored the falsehood of his Taunting tongae, 

While, to his startled fancy, in the rear 

Of Death came jadgemeot, and the world to come 

Uofolded all its horrors 1 There, O there, 

Thee I bdheld, and fled from !....and I've heard 

How on the sultry snfibcatiiig breath 
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17s uMn oM comrAimvoFLB. 

Of lirid pestikoce, tiian, fluatii^ wide, 

Hwt done %y naiter't Udding I Vain were ttes 

The tiee of natnre ! from the ptrent^a graip 

The child bu forced its once inttuning hand. 

And, honor-ttnA, ha> from coDt^tm fiedl 

While the fond puent, from his ifiag dnU 

Vainly hii aid imploring, terror-winged, 

Qu niged hii Mlfish Sight* 1 And f Acre Aon wert.M. 

But wheo OtK cnrQiqiuke^ laried horron cornc^ 

All, nil Ihj rainbtcn «re WMtnig round, 

Fear, Madnen, Pettilence, Pain, Faaiine, JkuAy 

And all Qm Auoxin ooMumn an thetel 



« It ii Hid tl«t MCiiei like Out wen oolj toa 1 
Imtrica, when tlie yrilow ferer fint raged than, - 
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While many a fond and blooming DUid 
Attempt! thy hewt to gain ; 

And, bj thy fatal smile betrayed, 
Hiinki not she itrivea ia t^q : 

WhQe ia thow 07M of tmdar blue 
They aosvering pMuon see| 

Aad ia thy sweet exprenioa Tiev 
The chann that conqucfed uni..^ 

I atill ihoBid scorn their winning art, 

And be, n^ Henry, blest. 
If thoa woDldst gire that precious heart 

To her who lain thee best. 



Tht fatal form, vbere'er I go, 
Still Bwinu before tny sight; 

It dooms the day to restiess voe^ 
Of sleep it robs the night : 

While thon art ^ndering far away, 
Prom all soch sorrow free ; 

Forgetting her, who, night and day, 
Caa tlunk of nought but thee. 



Yet, be it so ! I wtmld Dot cload 
Thy days in gloom like mine ; 

No>«.thongh my life to grief be Towcd, 
May coDstint bliss be tbine ! 

I '11 ne'er by looks, or language, speak 

Tbe pang that preys on. me ; 
Nor shalt tkoa, if my heart should break. 

Suspect it BBEAU Foa thse. 
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SONG. 

[ VWf ten to a Hindoe Air, and pubUtKed bif Sir. Biggr-I 

Abk not, irhence springs my coueless sadness. 

But let me still Utt secMtlteep : 
Agk not, wby thus in restless madness 

Pass the long hours once given (o deep: 



AndstnTe not thus my looks to read:,,,. 
For 'tis by certain fate decre^, 
The cause that bids tne rove forlorn, 
If known, vould only moTe thy tcoT«, 
And make with anger's lightnings shine 
Those now soft-smiling eyes of tbine. 
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Bnt know, whcA I no bore behoM tbee, 
AmI to diftMt soma rcnorc ; 

Sbonld «'er a roointfiil tale be tdd llwe, 
Of • joott wko died for tore, 

Wlio, thongh unknown to nnk and fame, 
Ssred to tAnix k higb.bttn dame ; 
Bnt, still arerae to wonad litt piid^ 
Sad Rilou kept^ atid fimmi, tad died :.... 
My likfveas ia diat VKtha ttbf 
Xai piling him than 'It [uty.iiw. - 
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YEi....thairgh we're loTed so kmg, io well. 
Imperious duty bids ub part ; 
Bat though thy breast with angnish swell, 
A pang more lutiag tears mj heart. 

My grief is dumb,. ...loqoadouB thbe. 
The moaniful hoard I sacred keep ; 
Thouseekest crowds, alone I pine ; 
My eyes are dry, but thine can weep. 

Then, whatsoe'er thy lips hare Towed, 
A truer sorrow sways my soul ; 
For shallow streams run bright and loud. 
Deep waters darkly silent roU. 
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[mUUntamMo/ai mUk Mri mhkh an lem la hipiLkluKal 
iy Mr, rbmusn ^f Eiudmrgk.] 



Hot faadij I gue on tlie fut faUtog-IeaTca, 
That mark.} u I wuider, the snmmer'a decline; 
And then I exclaim, wbUe my cantdom heart heaveii 
** Thus eaily to droop and to perish be nunel" 

Yet once I remember, in momoiti long past. 
Most dear tomy sightwaaae tpring's opening bloom; 
Bat th^ mj youth's spring sorrow had not o'ercast. 
Nor taught me with fondness to look on the tomb. 
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Fair Spring ! now no longer these grief-faded eya 
Tby rich glowing twauticE with pleasure, can see ; 
Thy pale sickl; hues, chilly Antumn, I prize, 
They suit blighted hopes, and we emblems of me. 



Where dost thou bide, bleesed soul of my love ! 
Is ether thy dwelling, O whisper me where ! 
H»pt in remembrance, while lonely I rore, 
I gaze on bright elands, and I fancy thee there. 
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Or to thy bower wheQ musing I go, 
I think, 'tis U17 Toice that I hear in the breeze; 
Softly it seems to speak peace to my woe, 
And life once agala for a moment can please. 

If this I>e phrensy alone, 'tis so dear. 

That long may the pleasing delusion be nigh j 

Still Ellea's voice in the brecse may I hear, 

Still see in bright clouds the kind beams of her eye! 
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Low hung the dark clondi on ninlimmoa'a tall peak^ 
And slowly, yet ■orely, tlte winter drew near ; 
When Ellen, sweet Ellen, a tear on ber cheek, 
Eulainted at we parted, '< In Haj I'll be here." 

How swiftly I ran up the roonnt^'s iteephagkt. 
To catch the lait glimpse of an abject so dear I 
And, when I no longer coold keep her in sight, 
I thought on her promise,....'* In May I'll be here." 
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Nov gladlf I mark from Pfinliiiimini'i tall peak 
Tlie low-huiging rapoars and clouds disappear, 
Aadcliml) therooglimoiintuiigtiiciLceElleiitoseeky . 
RepleatiBg ker promiM....*' In Hay I'll be kere." 

Bui Tainlj I gan tiu wide prospect aiwmd, 
'Ti> Ma/, jet DO Ellen retunungii near; 
Oh, whoi Bhalll weherl wkenfeelniyhekrtbnBBd, 
At sweetl/ she criee, " It is Maj, and I'm ben!" 
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Tod uk why these monntwos delight me do more* 
And why loTCIy Owyd's attracdonB are o'er ; 
Ah ! hare you Dot heard, then, the cause of my pain ? 
The pride of fair Ciiryd, the boast of the plain, 
We nerer, no nerer, shall gaze on again t 

What Aou^ from her coldnras kaai aiigniih I felt, 
And T^nly, to more her, in agony knelt ; 
Tet could I restore her, I 'd nerer complain. 
Not e'en dkongh she doomed me toendless diBdaii).». 
I'd bear any torture to see her again. 
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I grieved when on otben with kindness sIib gazed, 
I moarned when aDother with pleasare she praised ; 
Butcoald I recall her to life bj' my pun, 
I'd urge her to faronr some happier swaia, 
And wish no reward bnt to see her again. 

Those beanties that charmed me, from death I would 

Thoogh-sare that those beanties another's should bet 
Bat truth, and affection, and grief are all T^n ; 
The pride of fair Clwyd, the boast of our plain. 
We nerer, ah never ! can gaze on again I 



ftwUit by RicaASB TATi«a flc Co, 5iD^Xane. 
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